T}ie George Sand-

these miseries, I work all the more, and I do water-colors in my
hours of recreation.

Aurore consoles and charms me; I should like to live long
enough to get her married. But God disposes, and one must
take death and life as He wills.

Well, this is just to say to you that I shall go to embrace
you unless the thing is absolutely impossible. You shall read
me what you have begun. Meanwhile, give me news of your-
self ; for I shall not stir until the last rehearsals. I know my
cast, I know that they will all do well, according to their
capabilities, and, besides, that Perrin will look after them.

We all kiss you very tenderly, and we love you, Cruchard or
not.

G. Sand

CCXCIX.    To GEORGE SAND

Paris, 11 December, 1875

Things are going a little better, and I am profiting by the
occasion to write to you, dear, good, adorable master.

You know that I have abandoned my big novel in order to
write a little medieval bit of nonsense, which won't run to more
than thirty pages. It puts me in a more decent setting than
that of modern times, and does me good. Then I am hunting
for a contemporary novel, but I am hesitating among several
embryonic ideas; I should like to do something concise and
violent. The string of the necklace (that is to say, the main
idea) is still to seek.

Externally my life is scarcely changed: I see the same people,
I receive the same visits. My faithful ones on Sunday are first
of all, the big Tourgueneff, who is nicer than ever, Zola, Al-
phonse Daudet, and Goncourt. You have never spoken to me
of the first two. What do you think of their books ?

I am not reading anything at all, except Shakespeare, whom
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